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now and then jumps up on my knee to be stroked. The mice scum*
rattling round the wainscot and Toby darts off in great excitement
to listen and watch for them.

Wednesday, 19 October

Mrs. Chaloner told me this morning that when the Harrises, now
living at the Wine Vaults at Hay, kept the Baskerville Arms, at one
of the Clyro Feast Balls the Whitcombs of the Bronith got in. A
fight followed, the house was in an uproar, the company were fight-
ing all night instead of dancing, and in the morning all the respect-
able people had black eyes. At that time the inn was very badly
conducted, people sat up drinking all night and fought it out in the
morning in the road before the inn. Frequently they were to be seen at
11 o'clock in the morning stripped and fighting up and down the road,
often having drunk and vomited and wallowed in the inn all night.

Went in to see Richard Meredith the Land Surveyor and sat
talking to him for some time. He said the old folks used to rise
very early, never later than five even in winter, and then the women
would get to their spinning or knitting. His grandmother was
always at her spinning, knitting or woolcarding by 6 o'clock in the
morning. It was fashionable to breakfast just before daylight in
winter and 9 o'clock at night was a very late hour for going to bed.
When people rose very early it was a saying that they were 'beating
for day*, because it was supposed that they went out and knocked
on the earth for day to come.

Saturday, 22 October

I went up the common to White Ash, the air blowing fresh and
fragrant on the open hill side green. Read to Sarah Probert, the
story of the Raising of Lazarus. Hannah came in and sat by the fire
listening with grunts of assent between the whiffs of her short pipe.
She said she had been 'tugging and tearing firewood up the old
dingle*. A squirrel's skin hung over the hearth. The cat killed the
squirrel and several others a month ago. 'I couldna think/ said*
Hannah, 'what she was a-tushing down the fold/ Hannah had
preserved for me some Columbine seeds and some seed of the blue
Sower Scabious called 'Kiss at the garden gate'.
Tuesday, 25 October

At MaesUwch Castle last week four guns killed seven hundred
rabbits in one afternoon.